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walked hy yourself, hugtnni: your wrongs, and you
have hugged them MJ Innu th*tf you are a comic
figure, not real at all. \\\* have all endured your
nonsense long enough* Oh yes, you can order
me to go, I know that I have no place here any
more, ! am going. But Francis is another matter*
For a whole year, with absolute patience, he has
endured your tantrums and hrwailings. He is
offering you now your last opportunity. Lose
it, am! when you come tn ynur senses again you
will whistle for him hack and \vhi>tle to empty air*
If I were your daughter I could show you some-
thing* You adore David, yrs but you allow the
house to he filled with chattering women, and
Mn Finch conns with his fuivile from Keswick,
and the pianoforte is moved to have room for
another two cuuplc, and-------*

She paused for breath, She was in one of her
rages, almost dancing on the Turkey carpet*

Sarah broke into her pause*

* No, you arc rights Judith, You arc no child
of mine* Thank tiod for it. \Vc, at least, have
been strangers always. I see no kind of reason
for you to intervene in this, Francis is the
master here now. If he wishes you here ! have
no say* If you think me a comic figure, that also
is of no importance* 1 did not ask you to come
and wrangle here. I may be allowed, perhaps,
another room where 1 may he by myself* When
you have finished, if you wish to stay here, I will
go/

Then Francis turned to her, his face lit with a
most noble generosity and kindness.